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is the one element of nobility he has left—but I—I am
in the way. I am like a withered straw pursued and

hounded by an unseen power. One grain of comfort

that remains to me is the knowledge that Elizabeth

and the children are far away from this maelstrom. '

'

Dr. Toomey looked his distress. The words of his

brother-in-law only confirmed his own conclusions.

He had long since detected the insincerity of Von
Pletz, but he had not known that Elizabeth was the

innocent cause. Olga had once hinted at such a thing,

but he had given it little credence.

"God take care of you and yours!" were the only

words uttered by Dr. Toomey to Lieutenant Kappel as

he bade him farewell before leaving for America, but

the silent handshake and last brotherly claps told of

a sympathy too deep for words.

Four years had come and gone. The war was over.

Tlie smoke of the cannon and the roar of the conflict

]iad ceased. The panoply of war and the glory of arms
stripped of their tarnished splendor lay buried in the

ruined wreckage of blasted hopes and unsatisfied

ambitions. The salt-sown fields of conquest brought

forth in rich profusion the fruits of human Avretched-

ness and exacted from its victims a full toll of com-
pensating sacrifice—the reaping is as the sowing, no
more, no less!

And all this time no tidings had come from Lt.

Kappel. It was known he was on the "U" boat 81.

The submarine had been last seen in South American
waters. In a cyclonic gale she was reported strug-

gling and unable to sink to the bottom, probably
througli some accident to her plunging machinery. In
the vortex of waters she disappeared leaving no trace.

To Elizabeth Kappel the years brought no relief.

The rich strands of golden hair had many a silver

gleam. The face had the tired weariness of a waiting
long delayed—that was all. The gentle tender nature,

exquisitely sympathetic had deepened with its chasten-

ing. In the face of all her trials her faith never
wavered. "Let me see and let me understand," was
her hourly prayer. v^ ^ . .

Betty was the image of her mother, and her grand-
father's great pal. Max, the mother's idol, was a
replica of his father. He loved to talk to his mother
of the things they would do when "dad" came home
and always ended with the interrogation, "Will it be
soon, mother dear?" ^^ '

February of 1922 brought a letter to Mr. Toomey
from General Von Pletz. He was on the eve of sail-

ing to the United States. The collapse of permanent
government had caught him in the whirlpool, and he
wrote that he Avas sick, discouraged and disgusted--
wanted to get away from it all and live in the United
States. He had only one desire now, to see his old
rriends—the Toomeys, Frau Kappel and the dear little

Betty.

Elizabeth shivered as her father read the letter.

"I can't stand it, father dear. I can't look on the

cause of all my misery. I know you can't refuse him
hospitality. I shall run oft' to New York and help

Mortimer with his patients, if you can spare me. You
may say I needed change of air. I emphatically do

when General Von Pletz dares to come—the dastard

friend."

"My child, how can you utter such thoughts?

"With all his selfishness, egotism and ugly qualities.

Von Pletz has an overbalancing of good. I cannot

feel as you and Mortimer do. I think he is a victim

of circumstantial evidence."

"It's strong enough, father dear, to hang a dozen

.men!"

> It was a wild night, that evening of March first.

A whistling northeast gale was hurling its defiance

into the heart of Boston's aristocratic Back Bay sec-

tion. Like an uncaged lion it tore up and down the

exclusive streets with howling fury; its shrieks pene-

trated through the tightly closed and curtained case-

ments, as if to show resentment at the aloofness of

the cultured occupants; its rampant rage hammered
doors and rattled windows in a most audacious man-
ner. To crown all, the gentle snow of an hour ago

Was seized in the arms of the blast, and became un-

willingly its prisoner, and unwittingly, a pelting, whirl-

ing terror that flaunted into the teeth of the blast, its

biting scorn of such ungentle treatment, and finding no
apology, hurled its outraged flakes in an idiotic rage

on the unfortunate pedestrian who happened to be in

its path—buffeting and blinding him in pure diabolical

maliciousness.

In the library of the Toomey mansion on Beacon
street, Bernard Toomey and General Von Pletz sat

smoking. The curling wreaths of the Havanas rose

in varied rings and fantastic spirals until they melted
into mist-like wraiths that vanished into air. ^

v." Listen to the storm, Fred! The elements have
certainly taken leave of their senses! What a night

to be on sea—God pity the ship that faces such a

gale!" said Bernard Toomev.

The younger man made no answering comment, but
the puffing of the cigar became more strenuous, his

bronzed face shoAved a deepening of its ruddy hue.

Into the dark eyes there leaped a half reminiscent look,

he coughed, and shaking the ash from the tip of the

cigar said in the low musical accents that Bernard
Toomey remembered so well, "It was on such a night

as this that the 'U' boat 81 vanished off the coast of

South America. Max Kappel was on that boat!"
Bernard Toomey made a deep scrutiny of the face

of Von Pletz and seemed satisfied with the examina-
tion.

"T can never uiidevsland," coiilinued General Von
Pletz, "the attitude of our goverjuncjit in Max Kap-


